not forgetting, of course, Sir Thomas Urquhart's own version of Gargantua and Pantagruel. But the Bakhtinian analysis of the Scots tradition goes far beyond matters of carnival, to touch on how the authority of any discourse is destabilized in the face of multiple and competing languages and registers of speech.
Bakhtin's critique of 'the one-sided seriousness of the lofty direct word' stemmed in part from his own understanding of the 'polyglossia' of different and competing dialects in the sixteenth century, followed in turn by the 'interorientation' of national languages.5 These circumstances are not so very different from what was happening among writers in Scots from the eighteenth century to the modern literary renaissance, not least because problems of cultural and linguistic identity had been so sharply highlighted by the Union of the Parliaments in 1707. These tensions have been discussed at greater length in another essay by the present writer,6 but it will be illuminating to consider what Bakhtin had to say about the interplay of languages and dialects with the modern Scottish literary experience in mind.
In his chapter 'Rabelais' Images and His Time' Bakhtin was writing about the turmoil of Renaissance culture, but much of what he said might equally well apply to the postmodern condition of'englishes',7 and indeed one way of assessing the modern Scottish literary renaissance is to look at it as an early manifestation of the now widely recognized break-up of'English' and the monological authority of'the Academy' in London-based cultural and literary canons.
Bakhtin points to a 'complex intersection of languages, dialects, idioms and jargons' from which the literary and linguistic consciousness of the Renaissance was formed, and this 'new consciousness was born not in a perfected and fixed linguistic system but at the intersection of many languages and at the point of their most intense interorientation and struggle'. He goes on to note: Languages are philosophies -not abstract but concrete, social philosophies, penetrated by a system of values inseparable from living practice and class struggle. This is why every object, every concept, every point of view, as well as every intonation found their place at this intersection of linguistic philosophies and was drawn into an intense ideological struggle. If the Doric has not certain qualities which no other language possesses and qualities at that of consequence to modern consciousness as a whole -then all that can be hoped for is a multiplication of equivalents in the Vernacular to work that has already been better achieved in other languages without any special contribution at all from Scotland to the expressive resource of modern life.8
The key terms here are 'unexplored', 'unused', and 'modern consciousness as a whole', for innovation and modernity were central to MacDiarmid's programme for the revival of Scots and this brings us back to the two (at first sight contradictory) terms in the title of this essay. It is no mistake that MacDiarmid cited both D. H. Lawrence and James Joyce as mentors of modern consciousness and expression in his theory of Scots letters, going on to make a famous observation:
We have been enormously struck by the resemblance -the moral resemblance between Jamieson's Etymological Dictionary of the Scottish language and James Joyce's Ulysses. A vis comica that has not yet been liberated lies bound by desuetude and misappreciation in the recesses of the Doric: and its potential uprising would be no less prodigious, uncontrollable, and utterly at variance with conventional morality than was Joyce's tremendous outpouring.
In this passage MacDiarmid specifically links the case for an avant-garde expression of states of modern consciousness to the wealth of epigrams, idioms, and folk beliefs (suppressed by an Anglo-Scots educational system and 'polite' society) to be found in Jamieson. And indeed Jamieson's dictionary was to prove a veritable storehouse of images which found their way directly into MacDiarmid's own early lyrics.9 This is no less than a modern replaying of that 'victory over linguistic dogmatism' described by Bakhtin in his celebration of a Rabelaisian 'freedom of laughter, consecrated by the tradition of popular-festive forms [ But for days now the wind had been in the south, it shook and played in the moors and went dandering up the sleeping Grampians, the rushes pecked and quivered about the loch when its hand was upon them, but it brought more heat than cold, and all the parks were fair parched, sucked dry, the red clay soil of Blawearie gaping open for the rain that seemed never-coming. Up here the hills were brave with the beauty and heat of it, but the hayfield was all a crackling dryness and in the potato park beyond the biggings the shaws drooped red and rusty already. Folk said that there hadn't been such a drought since eighty-three and Long Rob of the Mill said you couldn't blame this one on Gladstone, anyway, and everybody laughed except father. God knows why.
Some said the North, up Aberdeen way, had had rain enough, with Dee in spate and bairns hooking stranded salmon down in the shallows, and that must be fine enough, but not a flick of the greeve weather had come over the hills, the roads you walked down to Kinraddie smithy or up to the Denburn were fair blistering in the heat, thick with dust so that the motor-cars went shooming through them like kettles under steam.14 This was how Gibbon solved a perennial problem of narrative voice in Scots fiction, which was how to unify diagetic and mimetic discourse: to narrow the gap, in other words, between description in English and reported 13 (Oxford: Clarendon Press, 1992). 14 Lewis Grassic Gibbon, Sunset Song (Edinburgh: Canongate Classics, 1988), p. 25. dialogue in broad Scots. Since at least the time of Walter Scott this was a gap which seemed to be redolent with assumptions (intended or not) about the authority of standard English, with additionally implied class distinctions between the author and his characters. Gibbon's move towards free indirect narrative discourse (his novel is mostly told via the sensibility of its protagonist), went a long way towards validating the rhythms of Scots, and incorporating the demotic force of'voice' within the narrative plane.
My essay 'Dialectics of "Voice" and "Place"' proposed that a frequent impulse of Scots literature since the eighteenth century has been to convey this sense of 'voice', and indeed to privilege 'speaking' over 'writing'. This direction has been particularly evident in the work of recent younger prose writers such as Gordon Legge (In Between Talking The subtext of this passage has to do with the passing of a small flash of boredom, absurdity, and rage within a married relationship. But the Beckettian complexity ofKelman's prose also serves to celebrate and equally to mock the conventions of prose narration itself by evoking Hines's own boredom with the tale his wife is telling him by capitalizing the tale of a 'Cleaner Being Sent For The Cakes', and by setting the parodic middle-class register which speculates on a boss's business trip ('strictly speaking in all probability not playing around at all') against the internalized working-class rage of'auld Bufuckingcanan ... the salt of the bastarn Earth'. Then again, orthographic conventions are upset by the use of numerals ('i thing'; 'Ist thing'), while narrative conventions are equally destabilized by switching registers from the parodically Hemingwayesque terseness of 'The door closed. The door had been closing. And its bang', to the mock formal pedantic eloquence of 'There is a gas-fire such that 3 sections exist, each containing 24 toty rectangles behind which lurk several oo pointed particles of an unknown nature but that they glow whitely when at hot heat', or 'doth annihilate the white corpuscles', and so on.
The end result of these many interpenetrating narrative voices is to give a saving comic energy to the passage, and a literary force that can evoke the vitality and cohesiveness of inner experience, and the constant presence of a dynamic life in even the most ordinary situations, without ever 'writing it up' or condescending to 'working-class experience'. Joyce managed to create epiphanies in the grubby streets of Dublin by the power of his stream-ofconsciousness prose, and Kelman has managed a similar feat through his grasp of the changing registers and the sheer stylistic speed and fluidity available to the demotic voice whether uttered, unuttered, or in narrative mode.
These changing registers and multiple voices have long been available within the Scottish literary tradition, once again because of the peculiar current status of Scots as a site of polyphony and ideological struggle in which in Bakhtin's words, 'every object, every concept, every point of view, as well as every intonation' is 'seen from the outside'. This is nowhere more clear than in the plethora of personae and linguistic registers to be found in Sydney Goodsir Smith's poetry, most especially in his masterful sequence from 1948 Under the Eildon Tree (revised in I954) which swings from the self-conscious rhetoric of high romance, to parody, obscenity, and back again, in a densely referential mode, It is just this modernist estrangement which has been taken up again by a number of younger writers of both prose and poetry who are using Scots (as MacDiarmid did) to challenge the ease with which the cultural establishment incoporates, assimilates and recruits the 'difference' of Scottish experience in particular and of literary expression in general to a prevailingly middle-class norm of politeness, ease, and intelligibility. If MacDiarmid's early modernist programme for Scots expression has a contemporary presence, then it is to be found in the work of a small group of poets associated with the literary magazine Verse, namely, Robert Crawford, W. N. Herbert, and David Kinloch, all of whom would recognize a certain debt to MacDiarmid, even if they each might differ on what it was. The one thing they certainly have in common is a post-Saussurean recognition that we must depend on language to put us in touch with the world, and with each other, even as the text itself is a constant force for alienation and the deferment of stable meaning.
Robert Crawford plays games with the problematics of paraphrase and translation in a number of poems which set his self-consciously constructed and rather literary Scots against an equally contrived English version of the poem, offered to us in a (much expanded) facing-page prose crib. There are many ironies inherent in such a method, and they cut both ways, for although it may seem at first that the Scots is privileged by this approach, (especially compared to the verbose 'English' version), the final effect is more subtle and also more general, for it also parodies the claims traditionally made for Scots as a succinct and pithy tongue, and then it goes on to ironize all acts of'translation', by leaving what are quite clearly dictionary definitions all too nakedly obvious in the text. The effect is deeply and oddly and creatively alienating: Once again translation, imitation, and the point at which different discourses and literary traditions meet, can be seen to be a fruitful ground for creative energy, and for insights into both our own culture and the nature of language and culture in general. As a lecturer in French and something of a 'wandering scholar', David Kinloch finds himself in Paris and in a reflective mood in his poem 'Dustie-Fute'. Here the strangeness of the old Scots words seems to say something about the strangeness of identity itself, and his text, too, like Crawford's is invaded by the apparent sureties of dictionary definition (Jamieson's again), which are actually deeply destabilizing: Does the 'auld alliance' of words and things stand a chance among the traffic and pimps in the Publicis Saint-Germain? For its not as if dustie-fute were my familiar. I could easily confuse dustie-fute with elfmill which is the sound made by a worm in the timber of a house, supposed by the vulgar to be preternatural. These words are as foreign as the city they are parachuted into, dead words slipping on the sill of the living metropolis. They are extremes that touch like dangerous wires and the only hope for them, for us, is the space they inhabit, a room Cioran speaks of, veering between dilettantism and dynamite. Old Scots word, big French city and in between abysmal me: ane merchand or creamer, quha hes no certain dwelling place, quhair the dust may be dicht fra his feete or schone. Dustie-fute, a stranger, equivalent tofairand-man, at a loss in the empty soul of his ancestors' beautiful language and in the soulless city of his compeers living the 2Ist century now and scoffing at his medieval wares.24
Yet Kinloch goes on to recognize that this is not a place of disaffection or modish alienation, for the demotic drive of common utterance has its own irreverent polyphonous energy, as Goodsir Smith, and MacDiarmid, and indeed Burns and William Dunbar recognized, and within its different tongues and its many voices freedom and spontaneity can be found again:
Yet here, precisely here, is their rendez-vous and triumphantly, stuffed down his sock, an oblique sense, the dustie-fute of'revelry', the acrobat, the juggler who accompanies the toe-belled jongleur with his merchant's comic fairground face.
It is this energy, the energy of the demotic voice which has characterized the Scottish literary tradition over the centuries, which has lent force, unique grounding, and a special coherence to modern Scottish writing in both its demotic and its modernist aspects. Kinloch concludes 'Dusy-Fute' by noting that 'in this revelry differences copulate, become more visible and bearable'; and Crawford ends 'Scots Architecture in Sauchiehall Street' with two texts on the same theme which might stand for much of what has been explored in this article.
The whole, healthy language starts up suddenly and noisily as if rising from underwater. Come on, Sauchiehall Street, speak me! ... This hail leid pouts. C'moan, Sauchiehall Street, speik me!
